igo          LIFE ON THE STAGE
so carefully to follow directions to-night, I swear I almost prayed for the applause you were so honestly earning You are a brick, my girl! oh, I don't mean one of those measly little common building bricks — I mean a great lovely Roman tile! "
And when, in God's good time, success came to me, as I entered the green-room at the Fifth Avenue one evening, a tall man in a gray suit released himself from a bevy of pretty women, and coming over to me, held out his hands, saying: "Did I ever make any remarks to you about building materials?" and, laughingly, I answered: "Yes, sir, you said something about bricks some years ago."
And while I ran away to change, he called after me: "Say, 'Jones's Baby' isn't on to-night, is it?" and immediately began to tell about Emilia, and such is the power of imagination that he declared " She raged up and down behind the scenes crying ' Murder/ till the very house broke loose, and right through all the pealing of the bells high and clear, you heard her voice topping everything!"
I was resting and getting breath while the bell clanged, remember, but so much for human memory.
It is strange how often the merest accident or the utterance of a chance word may harden wavering intentions into a fixed resolve. Though I am not aggressive, there is in me a trace of bull-dog tenacity, made up of patient endurance and sustained effort. Rather slow to move, when I am aroused I simply cannot let go my hold while breath is in me, unless I have had my will, have attained my object.
Perhaps people may wonder why I retained my anomalous position in that theatre — why I did not follow the advice of some of the lady stars, who gave me a kindly thought and word now and then. And at the risk of giving them a poor opinion of my wisdom, I present the reason, that actuated me. One day at rehearsal, while waiting for the stage to be reset, several of the